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UPON A. M.

YIELD all, my love; but be withal as coy

As if thou knew'st not how to sport and toy:

The fort resign3d with ease, men cowards prove

And lazy grow.   Let me besiege my love;

Let me despair at least three times a day,                    5

And take repulses upon each essay:

If I but ask a kiss, straight blush as red

As if I tempted for thy maidenhead;

Contract thy smiles, if that they go too far,

And let thy frowns be such as threaten war:                10

That face which Nature sure never intended

Should e'er be marr'd, because 't could ne'er be mended.

Take no corruption from thy grandame Eve;

Rather want faith to save thee, than believe

Too soon; for, credit me 'tis true,                                15

Men most of all enjoy, when least they do.

A CANDLE

THERE is a thing which in the light

Is seldom us'd; but in the night

It serves the maiden female crew,

The ladies, and the good-wives too:

They use to take it in their hand,                       5

And then it will uprightly stand;

And to a hole they it apply,

Where by its goodwill it would die;

It spends, goes out, and still within

It leaves its moisture thick and thin.                 10

THE METAMORPHOSIS

THE little boy, to show his might and power,
Turn'd lo to a cow, Narcissus to a flower;
Transformed Apollo to a homely swain,
And Jove himself into a golden rain.
These shapes were tolerable, but by th* massl
H'as metamorphos'd me into an ass.